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But Willoughby, whose discomfort as he listened
was manifested by a slight movement rocking of
his body, said awkwardly, " Oh, surely, Helen, a little
religion hurts nobody/;
" I would rather my children told lies/' she
replied, and while Willoughby was reflecting that
his sister-in-law was even more eccentric than he
remembered, pushed her chair back and swept
upstairs. In a second they heard her calling back,
" Oh, look ! We're out at sea ! "
They followed her on to the deck. All the smoke
and the houses had disappeared, and the ship was
out in a wide space of sea very fresh and clear though
pale in the early light. They had left London
sitting on its mud. A very thin line of shadow
tapered on the horizon, scarcely thick enough to
stand the burden of Paris, which nevertheless rested
upon it. They were free of roads, free of mankind,
and the same exhilaration at their freedom ran
through them all. The ship was making her way
steadily through small waves which slapped her and
then fizzled like effervescing water, leaving a little
border of bubbles and foam on either side. The
colourless October sky above was thinly clouded as
if by the trail of wood-fire smoke, and the air was
wonderfully salt and brisk. Indeed it was too cold
to stand still. Mrs. Ambrose drew her arm within
her husband's, and as they moved off it could be
seen from the way in which her sloping .cheek turned
up to his that she had something private to com-
municate. They went a few paces and Rachel saw
them kiss.
Down she looked into the depth of the sea.
While it was slightly disturbed on the surface by
the passage of the Euphrosyne, beneath it was green
and dim, and it grew dimmer and dimmer until the
sand at the bottom was only a pale blur. One
could scarcely see the black ribs of wrecked ships,